LA GRANDE BKETECHE*

** A   H! Madame,"  replied Doctor Horace

I\ Bianchon to the lady at whose house he
was supplngj "It Is true that I have many terrible
histories In my repertory; but every tale has Its
due hour In a conversation, according to the
clever saying reported by Chamfort and said to
the Due de Fronsac: There are ten bottles of
champagne between your joke and the present
moment.'"

"But it is past midnight; what better hour
could you have?" said the mistress of the house.

"Yes, tell us, Monsieur Bianchon," urged the
assembled company.

At a gesture from the complying doctor, silence
reigned.

" About a hundred yards'from Vendome/' he
said, "on the banks of the Loire, is an old brown
housCj covered with very steep roofs5 and so com-
pletely isolated that there is not so much as an
evil-smelling tannery, nor a shabby inn such as
you see at the entrance of all little towns, In Its
neighbourhood. In front of this dwelling Is a gar-

^Translated by Katherine Frescott Wormeley. Re-
printed! by permission of Little, Brown and Company.
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